INTRODUCTION
one of his poems, in fierce language of vigour and fire, that he was a fool once upon a time. But that was long, long ago. It was when he was an unconverted man. when he was wandering with the idle \\orldings in the pathless wilderness of imperfect thinking. It was then that he mistook the Lord of all space and time for the small toys which were being handled so lightly by the impious priests and their hirelings. He is no more a* worshipper of brass gods and copper gods, stone gods and wooden gods which are cleaned and polished by mortals.
In another poem Pattanathu Pillai says that God has neitier form nor earthly frame. Our saint was a pure theist. His God was the One All-pervading Spirit. No temple could hold Him, no book could exhaust him. no priest could reveal Him, no preacher could explain His greatness adequately; no philosopher could fathom His unfathomable depth. This Lord God of all ages, of all lands and of all people reveals HIMSELF to His bhaktas in their own hearts. It is there He shines most and best. When a man fails to find his Parama Shiva in his own heart there is no chance of finding Him anywhere else. Our saint preached this God anywhere and even-where.
He was a fearless open-air preacher. He knew neither laziness nor cowardice. He spoke in the all-conquering imperious language of a courageous sen-ant of truth and righteousness. He went into the highways and hedges and asked sinners to cast aside their little self and dedicate themselves to God. Among his many converts we find the name of Shri Badragiriyar who was an enlightened king of one of the states in South India.
Pattanathu Pillai was a moral and spiritual rebel. He fought against impious priests and false books, traditions and cults which stood between God and man as so many thick and opaque curtains. He cried aloud that all people might hear him: Shiva is Anbu and no mediator of any sort is necessary'to behold the beatific vision of Shri Nataraja. The Lord of Love cannot be purchased or bribed. He expects HisAdiyarsto attain to His high stature through their own exertions. There was a time in his life when Pattanathu Pillai busied himself with this book and with that book. He went here, hie went there. He sought the counsel of this sage and that sage. He